OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

regret at not finding it again, in his opinion, clearly
defined, threw him into a kind of despair. He shut
himself up in his room for whole days, weeping,
walking, breaking his pens, repeating and altering a
bar a hundred times, writing and effacing it as many
times, and recommencing the next day with a minute
and desperate perseverance. He spent six weeks
over a single page, to write it at last as he had noted
it down at the very first.

" I had for a long time been able to make him
consent to trust to this first inspiration. But when
he was no longer disposed to believe me, he re-
proached me gently with having spoiled him and
with not being severe enough for him. I tried to
amuse him, to take him out for walks. Sometimes,.
taking away all my brood in a country char'a banes,
I dragged him away in spite of himself from this
agony. I took him to the banks of the Creuse, and
after being for two or three days lost amid sunshine
and rain in frightful roads, we arrived, cheerful
and famished, at some magnificently situated place
where he seemed to revive. These fatigues knocked
him up for the first day, but he slept. The last day
he was quite revived, quite rejuvenated in returning
to Nohant, and he found the solution of his work
without too much effort; but it was not always
possible to prevail upon him to leave that piano
which was much oftener his torment than his joy,
and by degrees he showed temper when I disturbed
him, I dared not insist. Chopin when angry was
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